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M. Alfred Bustos, another man "without whom no party
is complete/' whose moustache is so perfect that a replica
should be sent to the Louvre for its commemoration to
posterity.
Looking round the room, I thought how pretty were
all the women; thinking it over, I realised that it was
because one was not quite so accustomed to their faces as
to those in a London restaurant. Similarly, Frenchmen
coming to London always remark on the beauty of our
women.
Going to the Bal Tabarin from Maxim's, we had as our
chauffeur "Landru." I sat in front with him in his car,
remarking that the temperature was four degrees below
zero, so he kindly unwrapped his scarf for me to put
round my neck. He has such a long beard that I put the
scarf round my knees instead, "Landru" disdains the
use of a motor-horn; in its place he gives a very fair
imitation of a siren, with a trill in his voice which Lily
Pons would envy.
Victor seems for ever to rule the night-club world of
Montmartre at his Ch&^ Florence; between one and two
a.m. it is jammed full. It was there that I saw an attractive
Spanish girl whom a rich Englishman had promised to
marry if she learned English and also to play golf. The
girl spent her days walking round golf-courses with an
English dictionary in one hand and a golf-club in the
other, but she is not yet married.
After Che^ Florence, or a visit to the newly-opened
Bagatelle, there is generally a move in the direction of the
Monte Cristo, or one of those Russianish places, such as
Casanova and Scheherazade. None of them are cheap.
At one night club (not one of those mentioned) Count
Armand de La Rochefoucauld found that his companion

